MARCHING ALONG THE SANDS

back, even with three chronometers checked one against
another and recorded before and after every march. A
wireless set would have given perfect accuracy, but I feared
to excite the suspicions of my company with such an
apparatus, whose bulk and weight would in any case have
been too much for my limited transport.

Three and a half hours through hummocky sand after
leaving Hishman brought us to the bordering plain, which
we crossed at a good pace, scarcely checked by groups of
small white sand-drifts that ran out at intervals of a mile
and a half or so. Beyond Umm al Ru'us these grew to be
transverse ridges so that we were slowed down, losing a
half-hour in crossing the first one, into a long corridor
flanked on our left hand by a single sand ridge at about a
mile's distance, and on the right by the Great Sands.
Kharaiyim, as the skirting corridor is called, became the
characteristic feature of the next few days' marches*
Hungry marches they were, for the only verdure was
sparse willowy abala or markh on the sides of the dunes.
These formed part of a system which lay athwart our path,
and ran south into the plain on the flank of a wadi, shrinking
steadily to disappear, it was said, at no great distance.

Such were our halting-places. The camp in Nukhdat
Fasad - a distributary of the Atina that gives its name to
the local sands - lay below three mighty dunes of Umm al
Jau, Umm al Laisa and Umm al Dhalua (mother of ribs).
So wretched was the grazing that we were obliged to split
up into three parties and distribute our animals over an area
of a mile or more. The party with which I found myself
consisted of Karab, 'Awamir and Bait Kathir rabtas, and
they immediately clambered up into the tall spiky bushes
of markh., to snap off the youngest and most succulent